CHAPTER XIV

ON February 6th Ivan Alexievich was summoned to Vies-
henska to see the chairman of the district Revolutionary
Committee. He was due to return to Tatarsk the same
evening, and Mishka Koshevoi sat waiting for him in
Mokhov's empty house, behind the great writing-table in
the old owner's former office. On the window-sill (there
was only one chair in the room) a militia-man from Vies-
henska, named Olshanov, was reclining, smoking silently
and spitting 'with great dexterity across the room. Outside
* the windows the sunset sky was fading into a starry night.
Mishka was writing a protocol authorising a search of
Stepan Astakhov's hut, occasionally glancing up at the
frosted window.
Someone passed along the verandah into the porch, his
felt boots quietly scrunching.
" Here he is ! " Mishka stood up. But there were unfam-
iliar steps in the corridor, an unfamiliar cough, and Gregor
Melekhov entered, red with the frost, icicles clinging to his
brows and whiskers.
" Hallo ! Come in ! " Miskha greeted him.
" I've come along to have a talk, and to ask you not to
"send us on transport work. Our horses are lame," Gregor
said,
" But what about your bullocks ? " Mishka gave him a
sidelong glance.
" You can't use bullocks for transport ! "
There was the sound of feet scraping on the frost-bound
boards as someone strode up the steps, and the next moment
Ivan Alexievich ran into the room.
" I'm frozen,  frozen, my boys ! " he cried.  " Hallo,
Gregor ! What are you wandering about at night for ? The
devil made this cloak ; the wind comes through it as if it
was a sieve/'
_ As he removed his cloak he went on, his eyes gleaming :
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